





The T rage die of. 

Am. God fiurt your Grace; I do befech your Maieftie, 

To haue fome conference with your Grace alone. 

Kmr. Withdraw your fdues,and leaue vs heere alone: 
Whatls the matter with ‘our Coo lin now? 

For euer may my knees grow to the earth, 

Jvly tongue < leaue to my roofe within my mouth, 

Vnleflc a pardon ere I rife or fpeakc. 

Ku>i. Intend ed,or committed ,was- this fault? 

If on the fir-ftjhow heynous ere it- be. 

To winne thy after loue,Lpardon thee. 

Aum. Then gnre me leaue that [may turne the key, 

That no man enter till my tale bedone. 

Km. Haue thy defire. 

\be Duke of . T oiks k ,lot k< at the doore.ana ayeth. 

Yotk?. My liege beware, looketodhylelte. 

Thou haft a traitor in thy prefence there. 

Torke. Open the doore,fecurefoole, hard) 1C . a , 

Shalllforloue fpcaketredfon to thy face ? 

Onenthedoorc.or Iwillbreakeitopen. 

^King. What is the matter vncle,fpeake,rccouer r <■ , 

Tell vs, how neere is danger, 

. I doe repent me,r cade not my name tnere 

h^ t topit I ,'Wmlcf«hypK ! yp.ouc 

A " al '^b'Enfpta'l--' 

fin,. O heynous, ftrong,andbolcte co t 

01oy41^herofatreacher^|>M^ _> 

Yhou lliccre immaculate and bluer r > from 


Km? 'Richard the Second \ 

o 

From whence this ftreame through muddy paftagej 
Hath hald his current, and defildehimfelfe : 

Thy ouerflow ofgood conuertes to bacl, 

And thy aboundant goodnes (ball excufe 
This deadly biotin thy digrefsingfonne. 

Torke. So (hall my Vertue, he his- Vices baude. 

And he (hall fpendmine honour, with his fhanhe, . 

As thriftlcs Sonnes, their fern ping Fathers Gold: 

Mine honour hues when his diihononr dies, 

Or my (hamdelifeinhisdilhonourlies : 

Thou kilft me in his life giuing him breath, 

The tray tor hues, the true man’s put to death. 

Jj. tt, What ho, my Liege- for Gods fake let me in - . 

King. Whatfliril) voye’d fu ppliant makes this eger cry? 
Dut. A Woman, and thy Aunt (great King) tis 1, 

Speake with me.pitty me, open the doore, 

A Beggar begs, that neucr bcgd beforei - 

Kino. Ourfcenc is a! tred from a ferious thing, 

And now changde to the Beggar and theKing: 

My dangerous Coofinylety our Mother in, 

I know ihe is come to pray for your foule finne. 

T.-rkf. Iftho.u do pardon whofocuer -pray, 

More finnes forthis forgiuenes,pvofper may; 

T his feftredioynt cutoff the reft reft found. 

Tins let alone, will all the reft confound. 

Dut. Oh King, beleeue riot diis hard-harted man? 

Loue louing not it felfc,none other can.i . 

„. T u rl f Tlioufrantike woman, what do ft thou make here? 
Shall thy old dugs once more a tray tor reare? 

Kiit. Sweete Y orke he patient; heare me gentle Liege. . 
Kmg fi. Rife vp good Aunt.; 

*Z)«r, Not yeti thee hefeech, . 

Fbi euer will I walke vpon my knees,- , 

T -u > 1£Uer f ec da f that the happy fees, 

I I thou giue ioy; vntill thou bidme ioy, 

y paidnoningRiitland,my trarifgrefsing boy. 

vhitQ my wothersprayersl bend my knee. - 

Torfc. 
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